
Synonyms 
 

Task 1 

 

Copy the sentences below. Use a thesaurus (and your own knowledge!) to find 

three alternative words (synonyms) for the underlined word/s in each sentence.  

 

N.B. There may be more than one underlined word in a sentence. Set it out like 

this: 

 

 

The forest was scary.  

 

You would write: The forest was frightening/terrifying/petrifying. 

 

 

1.) The fat man was trying to lose weight. 

 

2.) She was worried that she would not be invited to the party. 

 

3.) Fiona walked to the park to meet her friends. 

 

4.) Peter said, “No! I hate Brussels sprouts! I am not going to eat them!” 

 

5.) Shelley thought how nice her birthday cake was as she ate it with her family. 

 

6.) Jessica told her friends how good the Black Hole at Alton Towers was. 

 

7.) I was surprised when I won first prize at the raffle. 

 

8.) Toby’s Grandma was very pleased with her birthday present.  

 

9.) The large bulldozer held up all the traffic. 

 

10.) The school trip promised to be an exciting one. 
 

 

 



 

Task 2 

Macbeth 
 

Some of the words below have been underlined.  Can you think of your own 

synonyms for these words? 

 

Then use a thesaurus to find some more similar words. 

 

Three old1 women out in a storm.  But what old women, and what a storm! It 

banged and roared and crashed and rattled.  The sky was quick2 with sudden 

glares, the earth with sudden3 darkness, darkness in which wild4 images of rocks, 

leaped out upon the inner eye!  And the old women! Ancient hags with backs 

hooped5 like question marks and their shabby6 heads nesting together, like 

brooding vultures… 

“When shall7 we three meet again?” howled8 one, above the shrieking of the 

wind.  “In thunder, lightning or in rain?”  

“When the hurly-burly’s done!” came an answer9, lank hair whipping and half 

muffling the words.  “When the battle’s lost and won!” 

“Where the place?” 

“Upon the heath.” 

“And there to meet with Macbeth!” 

The sky stared, then shut10 its eye…and when it looked again, the old women 

had gone.  Had they been real or had they been fantastic11 imaginings made up out 

of strange12 configurations of the rocks?  Yet their words had been real enough.  

There was a battle13 being fought, and there was a man14 called Macbeth. 

 

 

Task 3 

 

Can you underline some of your own words in the passage below and find 

synonyms for them? 

 

It was towards evening.  There was thunder in the air and little lightnings, 

like bright adders, wriggled across the sky.  Here and there on the open heath 

naked trees seemed to hold up their hands in fear and dismay; and the three old 

women crouched and waited, still as stones.  Presently there came a rolling and a 



rattling, as if a small thunder had lost its way and was wandering in the dark.  The 

three old women nodded. 

“A drum, a drum! Macbeth doth come!” 

The drummer was Banquo, friend and companion-in-arms of Macbeth.  The 

drum he carried had been salvaged from the battlefield, taken, perhaps, out of 

the cradling arms of some dead drummer-boy.  Cheerfully he thumped it as he and 

mighty Macbeth strode on through the gathering night, their kilts swinging and 

their heads held high. 

 

Suddenly they halted and the drum ceased like a stopped heart.  Their way 

was barred.  Three old women had appeared before them, three hideous old 

women who crouched and stared.  For an instant, an uncanny fear seized the two 

warriors; then Banquo recovered himself.  Imperiously he thumped on his drum 

and demanded: 

“What are these, so withered and so wild in their attire?” 

Silence.  He thumped again. 

 “Live you?” 

Their silence remained unbroken. 

 “Or are you aught that man may question?” 

 At this, the old women’s eyes glinted, and slowly each raised a finger to her 

lips.  Thus they crouched, like crooked answers awaiting only the right question, 

and the right questioner.  They turned to the great, battle-stained figure of 

Macbeth.  For the smallest moment, he hesitated; then commanded: 

 “Speak if you can! What are you?” 

The right questioner.  One by one they rose and greeted him. 

    “All hail Macbeth, hail to thee, Thane of Glamis!” 

His rightful title, and Banquo thumped approval on his drum. 

 “All hail Macbeth, hail to thee, Thane of Cawdor!” 

The drum faltered… 

“All hail Macbeth, that shalt be King hereafter!” 

 


